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RONNIE GURR awash amid the decadence of UFO 
and a tidal wave of SMIRNOFF 


believers in the work ethic, the band have Plugged away selling 
albums by the surest promotion known; playing a great live show. 
_ ‘Alpha Centauri’, the band’s nod to the ‘Phantom Of The Opera’ 
is the taped intro. Torches trace paths through the dry ice 
murkiness and the band settle in for a comfortable ride. ‘Lettin’ 
Go’, is a blistering romp from the new album ‘No Place To Run’, 
and at once points to the basic appeal of the band. An essential 
theme in the Mogg/Way writing axis is that of the downtrodden 
wretch. “Oh, no can’t stand another day,” croons Mogg herein 
before concluding, ‘how much more can a poor boy take 
‘Lettin’ Go’ along with ‘Out In The Street’, ‘Doctor Doctor’, ‘Rock 
Bottom’ and ‘No Place To Run’ perhaps give the ordinary 
wholesome lads in the crowd hope, escape and faith. Or perhaps 
they just like banging the snot from their craniums in time with 
the thunderous bass lines. . . 

The title track of the new album follows and again it’s a minor 
street epic with a marvellously nihilistic chant of “Jungleland!, 
Jungleland!"* Mogg, | muse, has discovered Springsteen. ‘Cherry’ 
is, going by the cheers of recognition, something of an old fave 
that highlights the band’s subtlety. A Pete Way, almost Skids-like, 
bass drone cuts in and out from the recurring kerranging chorus 
thus giving the fans the best ot both worlds. ‘Only You Can Rock 
Me’ is a. classic of the hard rock genre and has drummer Andy 
Parker employing the magical cowbell clunk, that is an essential 
part of the - guitar riffing - bass glissando - cowbell then drum 
clutterings formula. 

‘Out In The Street’ follows with some exemplary keyboards from 
piano/guitar man Paul Raymond and some sweet sweet quitar 
from ‘Tonka’. ‘Mystery Train’ the ageing blues standard of the set 
finds ‘Tonka’ twiddling on an acoustic before blasting out the 
same riff on his electric six string. ‘Lights Out’ chugs along with 
Way stripped to the waist, wringing wet and his Thunderbird bass 
behind his head. ‘Love To Love’ has Raymond plinking away at his 
finest and Way laying down a meandering bass line in a song that 
veers from the mainstay of the set by lilting along. A long, long 
guitar solo from Chapman and some nifty mellotron lines balance 
each other out just enough to maintain interest. 

Then it’s the run for home with ‘Too Hot To Handle’ and ‘Doctor 
Doctor’. By this point the crowd move like a boiling rice pudding 
and | narrowly miss getting a mouthful of lank hair. 


Encore ‘Rock Bottom’ finds the crowd eating out of Mogg’s 
hand and features all the classic lines.“*She's seventeen, nature's 
queen ... if you know what | mean," belts out Mogg with true 
humour before the false ending and the Wishbone Ash twin guitar 
licks. Then way has his bass torn from him in the frenzy and 
performs the classic ‘Shoot Shoot’ with it tucked into his groin 
and body. Solos and introductions end, party piece style, and all 
and sundry retire to buy the official armbands, scarves and 
badges. 

A fab night out and one of the most complete shows I've 
witnessed in a long time. 

The night's hotel is in downtown Brum and on arriving we drink 
then go off for a Greek meal. tag along with Pete Way, an 
entirely affable Londoner who sounds like Dudley Moore. This 
Edmunton lad is shocked by the opinion of the Skid who made a 
cameo appearance back in paragraph one. 

“Decadent? Wot us? Naw. What? They mean. Like. What? We're 
big headed and won't talk to no one?’’ The accusation seems to 
hurt him and he murmers the word ‘‘decadence” all night. Of 
course UFO are the very epitome of decadance and they are one 
of the few bands that could be described as such without that 
term being an insult. Decadance is marvellously defined in my 
dictionary as; “seeking artifical refinements of sensibility.” 

And you can take that any way you like. On the road with UFO 
there is no sensibility. That word, incidentally, can be defined as: 
“refined awareness of what is right or tasteful.” In other words 
when with this band anything can, and. likely as not. will happen. 

Over our taramossalata, Way who, by this time, is as gone as | am, 
yatters on about the derivaticn of his nickname ‘Dago’. Seems 
that Way comes from a good family. A family of Sicilian stock who 
logks after dere owna. Apparantly when the band go to the States 
they, in Way's own words, “never want for anything’. This talk of 
his folks in the Mafia, er, family. forces me to wonder if our boy is 
not pulling ray plonker. Phil Mogg, during our phone conversation 
explains the ways of Way. 

“The thing with Pete,” he laughs, ‘‘is that when he’s a bit out 
of it, as he was then, he starts rambling. He goes off into his own 
world of fantasy and tends to exaggerate things. If you divide 
everything he said by half you'll be nearer to the truth.” 

Hmm, a shame that. A shame too that the libel laws of this land 
forbid me to inform you of the subject matter of the conversation 
that took place every time Way discreetly turned the tape machine 
off. Suffice to say, the ‘‘toot’’ he talked about had nothing to do 
with a brass band. 

Back to Moaq. The new album has been criticised as being a 
bland out, produced as it is, by George “AIl You Need Is Ears” 
Martin. Were the band never afraid that the results of working with 
the man who had the dubious honour of going from the Fab Four 
to acousticky trio America would be all wrong? 

Mogg: **Not really we felt that the combination of the two of us 
was strange enough to get something that sounded a bit different 
but was still a strong rock album. The funny thing is, is that he’s 
always been known for his orchestrations and that is his strongest 
point, but we said when we went in that we wanted a straight rock 
album with no strings or fancy bits.” 

How did this strange alliance take place 

Mogg: “We just get some of the brochures for Monserrat (site 
of Martin’s new AIR Studios) and because our American visas 
were due to run out on August 6 last year we decided to check out 
the prices and found out that the cost was quite reasonable. Also 
we hadn't had a break for two years and it just looked like a good 
place to get away to.” 

The band had been resident in Los Angeles for two years 
previous to this album. Was this for tax reasons 
Mogg: No, work reason. Our initial idea was to break the band 
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